CHAPTER XVIII

THE ICE-PAN ADVENTURE

ON Easter Sunday, the 21st of April, 1908, it was still
winter with us in northern Newfoundland. Everything
was covered with snow and ice. I was returning to the hos-
pital after morning service, when a boy came running
over with the news that a large team of dogs had come
from sixty miles to the southward to get a doctor to come
at once on an urgent case* A fortnight before we had op-
erated on a young man for acute bone disease of the
thigh, but when he was sent home the people had
allowed the wound to close, and poisoned matter had
accumulated. As it seemed probable that we should have
to remove the leg, there was no time to be lost, and I
therefore started immediately, the messengers following
me with their team.

My dogs were especially good ones and had pulled me
out of many a previous scrape by their sagacity and en-
durance. Moody, Watch, Spy, Doc, Brin, Jerry, Sue, and
Jack were as beautiful beasts as ever hauled a komatik
over our Northern barrens. The messengers had been
anxious that their team should travel back with mine, for
their animals were slow at best, and moreover were now
tired from their long journey. My dogs, however, wore HO
powerful that it was impossible to hold them back, and
though I twice managed to wait for the following sledge,
I had reached a village twenty miles to the south and had
already fed my team when the others caught up.

That night the wind came in from sea, bringing with
it both fog and rain, softening the snow and making the
travelling very difficult. Besides this a heavy sea beganountless herds of deer affording
